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MOTLEY NOTES. 
3Y in Dente. 


A Low DEATH-RATE. 

“You may talk as you please,” said 
the public-spirited suburbanite, “but 
our town is all right. Why, look at our 
remarkably low death-rate. That’s an 
argument.” 

“Yes, that’s an argument,” interrupted 
the caustic city man. “It shows how 
very few people would care to be found 
dead there.” 


He— Have you seen that woman 
lightning-change artist at the theatre ?” 

She.-—“No. Is she good?” 

He.—“ Great! Why, she puts on her 
bonnet in less than fifteen minutes.” 





“T tell you the country is painfully 
new. Why, you haven’t even any fairy 
4 | _ bb) : . . % . 
tales,” said the newly-arrived English- 
man to his Yankee host. 

“Haven't, eh? Well, you just come 
with me and look at some of our tomb- 
stone epitaphs.” 


SPACE WASTED. 

“Yes, it’s a good deal like the pic- 
tures I’ve seen of it,” the enterprising 
American tourist said, taking his first 
look at the Rock of Gibraltar from the 
deck of the steamer ; “but it seems, 
somehow, unfinished.” 

“Unfinished ?” 





“Yes; there seems to be something 
oh, T know what it is now! I expected to 
see a liver pill sign or the name of some 
insurance company painted across the 
top of it. It’s such a sinful waste of 
rock as it is,” 


AN Easy MATTER. 
The mysteries of palmistry 
[ cannot understand ; 
Yet when a man and maiden shy, 
Go driving ‘neath the summer sky, 
I then foretell a marriage by 
The lines within her hand. 


Frank.—‘ Do you know what mean 
things Witman says about you! He 
declared last evening that you are the 
biggest liar in town.” 

Harry. “And you stood by, and 
hadn’t a word to say for yourself ? 


Mrs. O Hoolihan.—“ Aw how’s all 
th’ folks after bein’?” 

Mrs. McGonical.— It’s all well they 
they do be, exceptin’ me ould man. He's 
been enjoyin’ poor health fer some toim, 
but this mornin’ he complained av 
feelin’ better.” 


No CHANCE! 

Attorney (for merchant  tailor).— 
“Your Honour, we have decided to 
abandon the case. The plaintiff, my 
client, informs me that every man on 
the jury owes him for a suit of clothes.” 


' 


OH, WOMAN 
* Ves, he has proposed by letter,” she 
explained, “Now, do you think | ought 
to mail my answer immediately, or keep 
him in suspense for a while?” 


“Mail it |” 
tone that had a trace of spitefulness in 


exclaimed her friend, in a 


it; “aif ] were you Vd telegraph it,” and 
and there was an emphasis put on “if I 
were you’ that came near breaking a 
friendship = that had extended over 


several Vears, 


THE SPREAD OF EDUCATION, 

When | approached they were dis 
puting about a penknife they had 
found. One was a ruddy cheeked 
youth with red hair; the other was 
pale and wore glasses, 

“All right, then, we'll toss for it,’ 
exclaimed the red - haired = youth. 
You holler. Heads or 


’ 


“Here goes ! 
tails?” 
“Very well,” replied the pale boy 
with the goggles, “1 prognosticate the 
falling of the obverse uppermost.” 


RaTikR Mixep MAaxIMs. 

A rolling stone shows which way the 
wind blows, 

The course of true love waits for no 
Wan. 

A bird in the hand is as good as a 
least 

\'neasy lies the head that has no 
turning. 

People who live in glass houses never 
hear any good of themselves. 

A friend in need is the thief of time. 

in a multitude of consols there is 
safety. 

A stitch in time is worth two in the 
side. 

Limitation is the sincerest flattery. 

The best-laid eggs of many a hen gang 
aft a-gley. 

The proof the printer is in the reading, 
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CouLpn’t Pawn It. 

Mr. Straits—“ It may seem a strange thing 
for me to do on such a short acquaintance, Miss 
Slasher, but I have called to pledge you my love.” 

Miss Slasher.—* You have made a mistake, 
Mr. Straits. Miss Eisenheffer, the pawnbroker’s 
daughter, lives in the next block.” 

A More VITAL MATTER. 

“Did you ever think what you would do if 
you had the Duke of Westminster’s income /” 

Stone Broke.-—“No: but I have sometimes 
wondered what the Duke would do if he had mine.” 





ANOTHER THING. 
“Ves, I’m studying French. I’m 
take a run over to Paris, you know.” 
“So you think that will help you, eh?” 
“Why, certainly. It’s easy enough to speak 


going to 




















the language.” 
“Ves but it’s hard to make the Frenchman 
understand it.” 


(;AS OUT. 


“Gwendolyn,” remarked her mother, ‘that 
young man has been calling upon you now for 
six months, and I can’t qnite make him out. 
Surely, you cannot have the parlour all to your 
selves without knowing something of his intentions.” 
“T confess that he keeps me also quite in the dark,” 


remarked Gwendolyn. 





ON HIS LAST LEGS. 
“Do You Buy Racs anp Bongs?” 
“Yrs, CERTAINLY.” 
“THEN Put ME IN THE ScALEs, WILL You?’ 


A Sunday Sun. 


THE SIZE THE Sun FEELS 


WuHeN You Have NorurnG To 
Do Burt ENJOY Ir. 


[ was at a temperance 
thundered out, “ Whisky h 
* That may be,” 


Ar bar — 
NAL 
a4 Vb 
y Uke 
a 
FANCIFUL FACTS. 


A Monday Sun. 
SIZE THE SuN 
You’RE Tol!Line 
WAY TO THE City. 


THE 
WHEN 


EELS 


Your 


meeting when the orator suddenly 
as killed more men than bullets,” 


remarked the man next to me: “but I'd 


rather be filled with whisky than filled with bullets.” 


The pessimist and the a1 


nateur photographer both seem to 


take the worst view of everything. 


AN IMPERTINENCE. 


*T think,” she said, ear 


nestly, “that a woman who truly 


loves a man always has his best interests at heart.” 
“ Perhaps,” he quietly answered ; “ but——” 
“What were you going to say ?” 


“Tf that’s the case, what 


makes her marry him ?” 


Not Just aS HE MEANT. 


“T’ve promised to go in 


to supper with someone else, Mr. 


Blanque, but Ill introduce you to a very handsome and 


clever girl.” 


“But I don’t want a handsome and clever girl; [ want 


you.” 


His AWKWARD FALL. 


“Sorry to trouble you, m 


adam, but your husband fell from 


. . . ”) 
a fourth-story window he was cleaning to-day, and—— 


“QO, my poor husband !” 


“Your husband is all right, madam, but he fell so blamed 
awkwardly that he broke my awning all to pieces, and got 


away before I could see him. 


and you tell him that if he 
settle it right away.” 


Wimbleton.—“ Hello, old 
any new tricks lately ?” 


(uimbleton.—* Yes ; I’ve been teaching him to ea 


my hand. He ate a big pie 


Here’s the bill for damages, 
wants to save trouble, he'd better 






man, have you taught your dog 


t out of 


ce out of it yesterday. 
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Brien O’Lynn (M.P. for Ballyuwooley).—“’Tis ALWAYS THE SAME WID THE GOVER MINT. TuEy Kiss Ye Wip Wan 
AND, AND THry Kick Ye W1p TH’ OTHER.” 
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DRAMAPHONE. 


S there are cloak-room fees at the Comedy Theatre it is 
just as well to leave your risible muscles at home 
when you go to see “The Sacrament of Judas ”—you 

won't want to use them, and may find them in the way. There 
are two fifteen minutes’ intervals, but they are not long enough 
to get over the gloom engendered by M. Tiercelin’s fine, but 
morbid play. It used to be in one act when it was played at 
the Prince of Wales’s Theatre some time ago, and then it was 
sad enough, but it was a mere nip, a liqueur of misery. Now 
it is in three acts, and is a tumbler of the treble X stout 


THE 





degree of melancholia. 

When you know that the period of a play is that of the 
French Revolution you also know as a matter of course that 
you will see things through vermilion spectacles, with a dash 
of murder and the Marseillaise, and you won’t be disappointed 
at the Comedy. There is one little affair of the kind which is 
quite the quietest quietus ever given to anyone. The victim 
is bound, gagged, surrounded by a half-dozen Royalist fishermen 
and quietly “stuck,” porcine fashion, and there is never a 


sound. It is almost like seeing the incident on the biograph. 





WITHOUT ASSISTANCE. 


District Visitor (to old Woman).—“Wuy, Mrs. MAtaGe, 


SEEN A Doctor?” 


“Way, Ma’am, My Huspanp Don’r Hotp With No Doctors. 


Say l’p Better Dre a Natura DEatH.” 
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The play centres on the question, When is a priest not a 
priest ? The answer is, Never. He may conceal his priesthood 
desire to marry, betray a man to death—but of course he is . 
priest for always. It is not a subject to joke about, so we may 
content ourselves with saying that the last act is extraordinarily 
thrilling and impressive, but the two earlier ones are thin and 
“draggy.” And the whole play suffers from a gloom which js 
tangible enough to be weighed ; an absence of the slightest 
light in all this shade. It is very finely acted by Mr. Forbes 
Robertson, Mr. Ian Robertson, Mr. Bassett Roe, Mr. Frank 
Mills, Mr. Ernest Hendrie, and charming Miss Gertrude 


Elliott. 


Don D’Artagnan de Bazan is Mr. Lewis Waller’s latest 
character. Really he is called César, but it must be a 
mistake. It must be D’Artagnan taking a trip in Spain, 
because he outwits and makes a fool of everybedy by the 
1)’ Artagnan patent, to infringe which would be to attempt to 
evade the law of Stageland. The mere fact that it is another 
lady he does it all for is‘proof positive that it is D’Artagnan— 
who has grown a beard and moustache and looks more gallant 


than ever. 





Don César D’Artagnan de Bazan has only to appear on the 
scene for the schemes of the Spanish 
Prime Minister, the love affairs ot 
King Philip, and the general arrange- 
ments of everyone till his arrival, more 
or less omnipotent, automatically to go 
wrong while he pockets whatever 
pennies may have been dropped into 
the slot. Being married to him for 
exactly one minute and a half is a 
liberal education, a kind of finishing 
academy Bovrilised. It turns a street 
singing gipsy into the double-distilled 
essence of a fine lady in_ ninety 
seconds. It is wonderful. No imitation, 
but the real article. Her very blood 
is changed to blue in a second by 
this most rapid of dyers. Nevertheless, 
not even her accent is Ricketty. 


Mr. Gerald Du Maurier’s version, 
called “A Royal Rival,” of the old 
play, robs it only of some very long 
speeches and none of its excitement. 
Mr. Waller is taking it on tour, and 
wherever it goes it will have the 
warmest welcome. It is splendidly 
done all round, and could not be better 
acted than it is by Mr. Waller, Miss 
Haidee Wright, Miss Hanbury, Mr. 
Mollison, Mr. McKinnel, and Mr. 
Robson. It hada rapturous “send-ott F 
at the Coronet. 


Wasn’t “Mariana of the Moated 
Grange” the title of a funereal piece 
of fiction in the days of our youth: 
There is no moated grange at the 
Royalty Theatre, but “ Mariana , 
there, and the atmosphere 15 fillec 
vith an impalpable hearse and 
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yards. We wade _through two acts 
of verbiage to a Slough of Despond 
at the finish. 

The ideas of love held by Mariana, the 
heroine, are extensive and peculiar. She 
evidently thinks that to be really and 
truly fond of a man is simultaneously 
to roast his head and keep his feet 
on ice and wice versd. The dance she 
leads poor Daniel is so full of varied 
emotions and comprehensive sentiment 
that a Highland reel plus a Moulin 
Rouge can-can would be a slow and 
gentle experience compared with it. If 
this is Spanish affection give us a 
cannibal séance, with ourselves as 
missionary. 
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It is all very grey and gloomy, and » 
in the end Mariana is killed by her 
husband, whom she has married in 
order to prevent herself marrying 
Daniel, because Daniel’s father had 
heen more friendly with her mother 
than there was any occasion for. The 
only thing Senor Kchégaray, the author, 
can claim credit for in the English 
version of his play is that he has given 
Mrs. Campbell the chance of some few 
moments of splendid acting. 

STAGE Coacn, 
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Sweet Gerl.—“ And do you really 
love me?” 

Handsome Commercial Traveller.— 
“With my whole soul.” 

Sweet Girl (doubtfully).—“ How am 
I to know that you are telling the 
truth ?” 

Handsome Commercial Traveller 
{earnestly).—“ I am not selling goods 
now.” 


» 





LV’ Enfant Territle.—* Mamma, Don’t? You Tutnk We Hap Berrer Go 
Home Now anp Finisu Tea? Tuere Dorsn’t Seem To BE ANYTHING More 
TO Eat Herr.” 


es | 
ASS Bic Success CERTAIN, 
WY SS Penner.— What are you doing now ! 

\ Skriths.— Writing songs.’ 
Penner.—“ Any of them become popular yet ? 
Skriths.—“No; but I turned out one yesterday that had 









fifteen grammatical errors in it ! 











They KNEW! 

A school inspector, having a few minutes to spare after 
examining the school, put a few questions to the lower-form 
boys on the common objects in the schoolroom. 

“What is the use of that map?” he asked, pointing to one 
stretched across the corner of the room; and_ half-a-dozen 
shrill voices answered, in measured articulation : 


+») 


“Tt’s to hide the teacher’s bicycle, sir ! 




















a frightful noise for ’?” 
Mrs. B.—“1 got him a drum, dear; it is the only thing 


that I can keep him quiet with.” 








DA 


THE THAMES STEAM BOATS have started rurcing again 
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The Small Boy.—“ 1 Say, G—G—eot any D—pry Fisx!’ 
The Fishmonger.—* YES, My Lap.” 
The Small Loy.—“ THEN G—G—cIvE ’EM A DRINK.” 





PALMISTRY COLUMN. you have also a progressive mind. You are not content to 

let things stand still. For instance you spell cow witha 

a annie “k” and you omit the “i” in friend. All this plainly points 

to a desire for progress, a craving for a phonetic basis of 

spelling which displays your impatience of conventional 

restrictions. You would have made an admirable Prime 

Minister ; in a word, the position you should fill would be 

one requiring exactly those qualities you possess—the 

qualities of command and the power of exactly an un- 
swerving obedience to your dictates. 

We thank you for the three years subscription you send. 
Receipt enclosed. We also have much pleasure in like- 
wise accepting the gallon jar of Sco—— home-made 
cowslip wine which you send. a 

A. Taytor.—Your handwriting is that of a mean, pettifogging 
rascal. Your only thought is money. You have no 
appreciation of art, literature, or the drama. We shudder 
at the picture you represent—a man dead to sentiment 
and actuated solely and wholly by the love of gain. 

It is impossible for me to settle your account just _ 
I can only repeat my offer at 3s. per month, which ‘aa 

have refused. Your insults are beneath my notice. 


OUR 


“SNOLLOWING the example of other papers, FuN has 

+ = decided to engage a caligraphy expert, and give its 

readers the benefit of his services—for, of course, the 

usual six stamps. Just to show, however, the powers pos- 

sessed by “Spondulics,” our great delineator, we have taken, 

haphazard, a few letters from our office correspondence, and 
will give a free show this time as evidence of good faith. 

J. Rimer.—Your handwriting betrays a marked tendency to 
be over sanguine. You will receive many disappoint- 
ments. We return the poem. 

DisGusTED.— Your caligraphy plainly shows a man of violent 
temperament, with a tendency to sudden fits of rage. We 
should say that you have a quiet confidence in yourself. 
We note that unless we publish immediately the two jokes 
you sent in three weeks ago you will call at this oftice 
with a club. 

WILLIAM Bucerns.—Your caligraphy displays a great latent 
power of intellect. You are fitted for a far greater station 
in life than the one you at present occupy. We notice 
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She.—“I Hop . T J 
tf ‘6 1OPE You Don’t Look Upon Me as An Obstruction?” 
e.—“INDEED, No, Mapam:; Irs a P GE y. 
RIVILEGE TO Look Upon You Awnyw e 
) ANYWAY. 
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THE LION AND THE BOAR. 


LICE had hardly turned her back on the Bishop when 
she came face to face with a body of soldiers running 
through a wood. Alice got behind a tree and 

watched to see when they would get out of the wood. 

She thought that in all her life she had never seen soldiers 
so uncertain on their feet ; they were always tripping over 
something or other, and whenever one went down several 
more always fell on him, so that the ground was soon covered 
with little heaps of men. Alice looked and saw that the wood 
was strung from tree to tree with red tape. 

Then came the horses. Having four feet, these managed 
better than the foot soldiers, and the man in authority seemed 
quite surprised that this should be the case. At the 
beginning of the campaign he had _ preferred unmounted 
troops. While Alice was looking on this confused jumble a 
young gentleman in travel-stained khaki, wearing a slouch 
hat, and looking very excited, rushed up to her with an 
open note-book in his hand. 

“T’ve escaped,” he said. ‘“ Most miraculous thing! Special 
interposition of Providence! Just cabling full account to my 
London newspaper.” 

“Who have you escaped from ?” said Alice. 

“From the Boar,” said the young gentleman, breathlessly. 
He spoke with a guttural lisp. ‘ You’ve heard, I suppose, 
that the Lion is boxing the Boar. Most absurd thing you 
ever saw in your life. The Lion can’t fight for nuts, and the 
Boar is so frightened that I shall show him how to do it, that 
he keeps on capturing me, and I keep on escaping. Isn’t 
it fortunate for the Lion?” 

He rushed away, and Alice followed him as quickly as she 
could. Presently she arrived at an open space where a lot of 
soldiers were gathered together, forming a ring round a Lion 
and a Boar. 

“ How long is this going on?” said the Lion, with a growl, 
just as Alice arrived. 

“ Till you knock me out of time,” said the Boar. 

“But I keep on knocking you out of time,” said the Lion, 
angrily, “and you keep on coming up again. I don’t call it 
fair.” 

“Well, it passes the time,” said the Boar, nonchalantly. 
“Shall we have another round ?” 

“Come on,” said the Lion, fiercely, pulling his gloves well 
over his wrists. 






0 = ne "Y, The Boar immediately ran behind a 
(CE (N OUY GS) aN O tree, and the Lion rushed after him 
But directly the Lion started to rup re 

| Se re EOD) ia, ZS) that tree, the Boar ski a 
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ee. B76, oe Me “ Same f the Lion found that the Boar was 1x 


hiding behind the first tree he aah 


angrily, and said that sort of thing wa 
dull work. 

Then arose a dreadful hubbub. The 
young gentleman in khaki and a lot of 
other men in khaki with note-books jp 
their hands began to shout advice to the 
Lion at the top of their voices; but as 
each man’s advice was a contradiction of 
the other's, this only made matters 
thousand times worse, and the Lion said 
so, glaring ferociously on all the pack of 
them. 

“Ten minutes allowed for refreshments!” shouted some. 
body, and the Boar and the Lion were served with sandwiches 
and cakes. But just as the Lion was putting out his paw to 
help himself from the dish, the Boar quietly shot out an 
empty hand and possessed himself of that very slice of cake or 
that very sandwich. 

‘“‘ How long is this going on?” said Alice. 

“Goodness only knows, my dear,” said the Lion, turning 
away. ‘And I’m hungry for a peace. You see I am tied by 
certain rules and restrictions which prevent me from fighting 
the Boar after my own nature. If thisaffair was in my hands, 
and I was not hampered by ridiculous rules, I should simply 
claw him to pieces. I’m a pretty good fighter when left to 
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Tue Woop was STRUNG FROM TREE TO TREE WITH 
{ED TAPE. 
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THE SOLDIERS 
A LION AND A Boar. 


myself,” he said, sadly; “ you may have heard how I pounded 
one or two people in the old days, before all this nonsensical 


rubbish about treating the enemy kindly 
came into vogue.” 

The young war correspondent began to 
sing : 

“The Lion and the subtle Boar were 

fighting for the crown ;° 

The Lion beat the mobile Boar all round 

the town. 

Some praised the Lion up, some ran him 

down, 

Some said he ought to give the clever 

Boar the crown.” 

“Tf I were you——” said Alice to the 
Lion ; but he interrupted her. 

“For Heaven’s sake don’t advise me,’ 
said the Lion, sadly. “It’s sure to be 
something different from the advice I get 
elsewhere ; it confuses me.” 

“But how is it going to end?” Alice 
cried, impatiently. 

“Tl tell you. Soon, my dear, very 
soon, perhaps, I shall lose my temper. 
Then, when that happens, I shall forget all 
the rules and conditions under which I 
now fight, and when I forget that it will 
be all over with Master Boar, I can 
promise you.” 

“No cheating,” said the Boar ; “all the 
cheating belongs to me remember. I’ve 
got a monopoly in white flags and split- 
hoses, and don’t you forget it.” 

“Tl burn you outin a minute !” growled 
the Lion. 

“If you do I'll have you drummed out 
of town,” shouted the Boar. “Farm 
burning is my prerogative. Your own side 
Say you have no right to fire, and don’t you 
forget that either. I’d like to see you try 
that game.” 

“Wait till I lose my temper,” said the 
Lion, threateningly. 
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“Oh!” laughed the Boar, “you'll lose your crown long 
before that. Keep your hair on, old fellow.” 

A messenger rushed upon the scene and made his way to 
the Lion. “A message from home,” he cried, proudly. 

And then arose the most dreadful noise, a beating of drums, 
and banging of cymbals, and the roar of voices. The noise 
rang through Alice’s head till she felt quite deafened. She 


just as the Lion and the Boar began another round. And as 
she went she heard in the midst of all the noise (which was the 
message from home) three words from a song she had often 
heard before. The words were : 


a 


Pay! Pay! Pay!” 


Her Onty Hope. 






“Tam so much discouraged about Ethel ; she is so shy and 
awkward. I have spent a small fortune on governesses and 





teachers of dancing and deportment, and have lectured her 





until | am tired, but it’s no use. I don’t believe she will ever 
learn to act decently in public, and I don’t know what to 
do with her.” 

“Whyidon’t you let her go on the stage ?” 








HOW IT SHAPED! 
Diner,—* Waitress, Witt THat Roii Be Lone! 
Waittress.—* No, Sir; Ir Witt Be RounD IN A MINUTE. 


9 


started to her feet, with her hands to her ears, and ran otf 
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THE UPS AND DOWNS OF LIFE. 
Doctor. -“ How Lone Have You BEEN AT THIS SorT OF THING, JOE?’: 


Joe.—* Bevorrt My Hacctpent, Forty Years Aco, I WERE a ’OD 
CARRIER. AND THE VERY Fust Time as I Carriep A ’Op Hup a 


LappEr I Fett Down A WELL.” 


Fituinc His ORDER. 

“Waiter, what’s all that noise, lke a 
pile-driving machine at work ?” 

“That's the cook pounding your beet 
steak. You ordered tender-loin, | 
believe, sir.” 

Here’s A CHANCE! 

Fame and fortune await the man who 
will invent an alarum clock that will 
not only wake us up but make us feel 
like getting up. 

Briggs. —“T hear you have been 
operating on the Stock Exchange, old 
fellow.” 

Griggs.—“ A great mistake! I’ve 
been operated upon !” 


THE Comrorts OF HOME. 

Church.—* Have you a cosy corner in 
your house ?” 

Gotham.—“Oh, yes; my wife has 
arranged two of them.” 

Church.—“ You must enjoy them after 
a hard day’s work.” 

Gotham.—“ Enjoy nothing! The cat 
has one and my wife’s dog occupies the 
other !” 


Its STATUS. 
Askington.—“ What do you think of 
Pensmith’s latest poem !” 
Teller.—* Why it is almost good 
enough to have been written by some- 
one else.” 


WortuH Tryna. 

She laughed as she put down the 
paper. 

“How silly some people are,” gh. 
said. “ Here’s a story of a woman y h 
was ill and permitted a man to bam 
hoozle her into the belief that she could 
be cured by kisses, as a result of whic! 
a scandal followed.” 7 

“Let us not be too hasty in Our 
judgment,” he replied, thoughtfully. 
“Since we became engaged your healt} 
has been better than ever before.” 

“That’s so,” she exclaimed, for som» 
how this had not occurred to her before. 

“Therefore,” he continued, “let y, 
overlook no precautions.” 

And they overlooked none. 


} 
i 


SURELY It Dogs. 
Daughter.—“ Which is correct, papa, 
Miss Brown married Mr. Smith, or Mr 
Smith married Miss Brown ?” 
Papa.—“ That depends, my child, 
Had he the money or had she ?” 


THE New M.D. 
Young Fissick’s got a schedule out, 
Proclaiming him M.D. 
But from A.M. to late P.M. 
His oftice is M.T. 








in Wella 


Fond Father.— My Poor Bey, 
Wuat ARE THOSE LINES ON Your 
FAcE ?” 

Poor Boy (who has been 
the twins). — “ THOSE ARE 
MARRIAGE LINES.” 


nursing 
My 
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“INTERVIEW.” 


How It Was REPORTED. 


Mr. Billyon Dollar smiled 
enigmatically,and replied that 
his plans for the acquisition 
of all Britain’s left-off raiment 
had not yet assumed definite 
shape. 


With regard to the pro 
posed Electric Railway from 
Barking to St. John’s Wood. 
Mr. Billyon Dollar remarked 


Igo!, eee 
THE MODERN 
Wn the yeaiaianiease: 
How Ir OccURRED. 
re,” she “And about this rumoured 
nan who trust in left-off clothing, Mr. 
to bam Rillyon Dollar. Is there any 
he could truth in the report that 
yf which you—— 
* «Never heard of it!” 
ry In our oe 
ghtfully. “And this report about the 
r health new contemplated Twopenny 
e.” : Tube from Barking to St. 
lor some John’s Wood. May I ask 
er before. ehether——" 


“let us “Tye never heard of it 


pefore. 


“Tt would interest the two 
ect, papa, md a-half million readers 
th. or Mr. of the Daily Shouter, Mr. 

Billyon Dollar, to learn your 
nv child. opinion on British business 
” methods, and whether——” 

“T dunno anything about 

em : 


lule out, “Towhat Mr.Billyon Dollar 
do you attribute your vast 
wealth and the tremendous 
financial influence you wield 
in the commercial sphere of 
the Old and New Worlds?” 
“Say, young feller, I don’t 
understand you. You use 
such tarnation long words ?” 


“One more interrogation, 
Mr. Billyon Dollar. It is re- 
ported that you are buying 
suckingham Palace——” 

“Say, ’m tired of your 
questions, Jest you scoot.” 


that the scheme was under 
consideration. He declined, 
however, to divulge any thing 
further. 


‘* British business methods. 
replied Mr. Billyon Dollar, 
“are unquestionably far be 
hind those of America. Short 
as my stay inthis country has 
been I[ have been astonished 
at the laxity and want of 
enterprise shown,” &c., «ec. 

“The secret of wealth,” 
remarked Mr. Billyon Dollar, 
“the seizing of the oppor 
tunity. Any reader of the 
Daily Shouter has it in his 
power by remembering this 
maxim to accomplish all that 
I have done. Opportunity is 
transient fleeting and the 
faculty to grasp it,” &e., &e. 

On this question, Mr. Bill 
yon Dollar smilingly declined 
to answer, and with a cordial 
“Good-bye” ringing in his 
ears the Daily Shouter repre- 
sentative departed. 





Hope 


U8 to travel upon, after all.” 


‘a 





Are “Y @ as praying !” 


Yet ! 

“Yes, unfortunately,” said the teacher to the class in geo 
graphy, “ about three-quarters of the earth’s surface is covered 
by water, So, you see, there is comparatively little land for 


“Yes,” said little Horace, “but I s’pose J. Pierpont 
Morgan’ll put it all right as soon as he gets time.” 


PRECAUTIONS. 


“The cashier informed me,” said the president, “that he 
Was strongly tempted to skip with the funds, but that he 
locked himself up with them, prayed over them all night, and 
nally overcame the temptation.” 

_ [know it,” said the chief director. “I had a detective at 

‘8 door, one at each window, and one on the roof, while he 
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THOSE IN AUTHORITY. 


WINSTON L. CHURCHILL, M.P. FOR OLDHAM 


OLDIER, journalist, novelist, and publicist. The 

clever son of clever parents. <A_ typical blend of 

\ the British and American breeds. He has made 

his mark in any calling he has tried, and has not yet come 
to the end of his tether. 
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DOWNS OF LIFE. 


3EEN AT THIS Sort OF THING, JOE?) 


Joe.—* BErorE My Hacctpent, Forty YEArs Aco, I WERE A ’OpD 


(‘ARRIER. AND THE VERY 
LappER I Fett Down A WELL.” 


FiLLInG His ORDER. 
“Waiter, what’s all that noise, like a 
pile-driving machine at work ?” 
“That’s the cook pounding your beef 
steak. You ordered tender-loin, | 
believe, sir.” 


HERE'S A CHANCE ! 

Fame and fortune await the man who 
will invent an alarum clock that will 
not only wake us up but make us feel 
like getting up. 

Briggs. —“I hear you have been 
operating on the Stock Exchange, old 
fellow.” 

Griggs.—“ A great 
been operated upon !” 


mistake! I’ve 


Fust Time as I Carrigep A ’Op Huvup a 





THE CoMmFoRTS OF HOME. 

Church.—* Have you a cosy corner in 
your house ?” 

Gotham.—‘Oh, yes; 
arranged two of them.” 

Church.—“ You must enjoy them after 
a hard day’s work.” 

Gotham.—‘ Enjoy nothing! The cat 
has one and my wife’s dog occupies the 
other !” 


my wife has 


Its STATUS. 
Askington.—“ What do you think of 
Pensmith’s latest poem !” 
Teller.—* Why it is almost good 
enough to have been written by some- 
one else.” 


WortnH Tryinc. 

She laughed as she put down the 
paper. 

“How silly some people are,” gh, 
said. “ Here’s a story of a woman ek. 
was ill and permitted a man to bap, 
hoozle her into the belief that she could 
be cured by kisses, as a result of whic} 
a scandal followed.” 7 

“Let us not be too hasty in oy, 
judgment,” he replied, thoughtfully. 
“Since we became engaged your healt} 
has been better than ever before.” 

“That’s so,” she exclaimed, for some. 
how this had not occurred to her before. 

“Therefore,” he continued, “let y. 
overlook no precautions,” 

And they overlooked none. 
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SURELY I[t Dogs. 
Daughter.—* Which is correct, papa, 
Miss Brown married Mr. Smith, or Vr. 
Smith married Miss Brown ¢” 
Papa.—“ That depends, my child. 
Had he the money or had she ?” 


THE New M.D. 
Young Fissick’s got a schedule out, 
Proclaiming him M.D. 
But from A.M. to late P.M. 
His oftice is M.T. 
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THE MODERN 


“INTERVIEW.” 


How Ir OccURRED. 

“ And about this rumoured 
trust in left-off clothing, Mr. 
Rillyon Dollar. Is there any 
truth in the report that 
you—— 

* «Never heard of it!” 


“And this report about the 
ew contemplated Twopenny 
Tube from Barking to St. 
John’s Wood. May I ask 
whether——’ 

“[ve never heard of it 


hef« re.’ 


“Tt would interest the two 
ind a-half million readers 
of the Daily Shouter, Mr. 
Billyon Dollar, to learn your 
opinion on British business 
methods, and whether——” 

“T dunno anything about 
‘em = 

“Towhat Mr. Billyon Dollar 
do you attribute your vast 
wealth and the tremendous 
financial influence you wield 
in the commercial sphere of 
the Old and New Worlds?” 

“Say, young feller, [ don’t 
understand you. You use 
such tarnation long words ?” 


“One more interrogation, 
Mr. Billyon Dollar. It is re- 
ported that you are buying 
Buckingham Palace ——” 

“Say, ’m tired of your 
questions. Jest you scoot.” 


How Ir Was REPORTED. 


Mr. Billyon Dollar smiled 
enigmatically, and replied that 
his plans for the acquisition 
of all Britain’s left-otf raiment 
had not yet assumed definite 
shape. 


With regard to the pro 
posed Electric Railway from 
Barking to St. John’s Wo vd, 
Mr. Billyon Dollar remarked 
that the scheme was under 
consideration. He declined, 
however, to divulge anything 
further, 


‘British business methods, 
replied Mr. Billyon Dollar, 
“are unquestionably far be 
hind those of America. Short 
as my stay in this country has 
been I have been astonished 
at the laxity and want of 
enterprise shown,” &c., &e. 

“The secret of wealth,” 
remarked Mr. Billyon Dollar, 
“the seizing of the oppor 
tunity. Any reader of the 
Daily Shouter has it in his 
power by remembering this 
maxim to accomplish all that 
I have done. Opportunity is 
transient fleeting and the 
faculty to grasp it,” &e., Ke. 

On this question, Mr. Bill 
yon Dollar smilingly declined 
to answer, and with a cordial 
“Good-bye” ringing in his 
ears the Daily Shouter repre- 
sentative departed. 





Hore Yet! 


“Yes, unfortunately,” said the teacher to the class in geo 
graphy, “ about three-quarters of the earth’s surface is covered 
by water. So, you see, there is comparatively little land tor 


us to travel upon, after all.” 


“Yes,” said little Horace, “but I s’pose J. Pierpont 
Morgan’ll put it all right as soon as he gets time.” 


PRECAUTIONS. 


“The cashier informed me,” said the president, “that he 
Was strongly tempted to skip with the funds, but that he 
locked himself up with them, prayed over them all night, and 
nally overcame the temptation.” 

~ Tknow it,” said the chief director. “I had a detective at 
his door, one at each window, and one on the roof, while he 


Was praying ” 
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OLDIER, journalist, novelist, and publicist. The 

clever son of clever parents. <A typical blend of 

® the British and American breeds. He has made 

his mark in any calling he has tried, and has not yet come 
to the end of his tether. 
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UNDER THE 
SPREADING CHESTNUT 
TREE. 


Hr CouLpn’r READ. 

Patr.—‘* Sure. Ive lost me dog an’ O1 
dom’t know wot to do.” 

REPORTER.—'‘* Why don’t you advertise 
for him?” 

Par.—‘* But, faith, an’ th’ dog can’t read 
itif Ido.” 

The first Irish joke. Related with great 
success by Xerxes, 


Wirn TRIMMINGS. 
‘* Plain drunk, I presume?” said the 
court. 
‘*Wit’ delirium trimmins, yer anner!” 
said the ofticer.— Detroit Journa/. 


PLENTY OF THANKS. 

MINNIE (/o Effie). —** Doesn't he find that 
writing for the papers is rather a thankless 
task ?”’ 

Erriz.—‘' Oh, no; not at all. Almost 
everything he writes is returned with 
thanks.” —Snap Shots. 


a 
VAN 


. 
‘ 


’ a 


. 
s* 


FUN. 


‘*THIs is awful!” 

‘What is?” 

‘““T wrote ‘battle-scarred hero,’ and 
the printer set it up ‘bottle-scarred 
hero,’ me Chicago Re cord-He rald, 


GREAT POWER. 

‘For a preacher, he has a remarkable 
brevity, hasn’t he?” 

‘*Wonderful ! Never saw a man who 
could concentrate so much fulness in 
such a small space.” 

Soon Pout RIGHT. 
“Oh, sir, please, I have swallowed a 
pin!” exclaimed a servant girl, running 
into her employer’s study. 

‘*Never mind, Mary,” he replied, deep 
in study, ‘‘ here’s another.”—Snap Shots. 


KASILY UNDERSTOOD. 
First CHINAMAN.—‘‘Let’s see! The 
Christians have a text about turning the 
other when struck on one cheek.” 
Seconp CHinaMANn.—‘‘I don’t doubt it. 
Anything to increase the indemnity !”— 
Puck. 


SuE. —‘‘ Look, Iky, what a lovely sunset. 
It seems to turn everything into gold.” 
Hr.—‘* Well, thuppose we wait ‘ere a bit 
and thee if it hath any effect on my 
aluminium thearfpin.”—Pick Me Up. 


EKvVEN AFTER SEEING HER. 
Morner.—‘* And when he proposed did 
you tell him to see me?” enquired her 
mother. 

DAUGHTER. —‘‘ I did, and he said he had 
seen you several times, but that he loved 
me notwithstanding.” — Weekly Telegraph. 


‘‘T guess Josh is goin’ to be a great 
financier, an’ git money by his brains,” 
remarked Farmer Corntossel. 
‘Does he take such an interest In 
commercial affairs ?” 

‘‘No; but he won’t do a tarnation stroke 
of work.” — Washington Star. 


Mrs. Cuicory.—‘* That detestable Mrs. 
Hashem was boasting to-day about how long 
she keeps her boarders.” 

Mrs. PrunER.—‘‘ Oh! she keeps them so 
thin that they look longer than they really 
are.” 

Original Sanscrit boarding-house jest. 
Engraved on stone in the British Museum. 


THE PERIL OF SLANG. 

THe DowacER.—‘‘ Poor creature! Pray 
ask Lord Moxon to keep me informed of 
the animal’s condition.” 

THe Ducnuess.—‘‘ What animal? Tm 
afraid I don’t understand.” 

THE DowacER.—‘‘ 1 heard Frederick tell 
Richard this morning that Lord Moxon’s 
horse had gone down in some race or other, 
and lost all its hoof.”—Judy. 


THREE different waiters at a hotel asked 
a prim, precise little man at dinner if he 
would have soup. A little annoyed, he said 
to the last waiter who asked the question, 
‘* Ts it compulsory ’” 

‘* No, sir,” said the waiter; ‘‘I think it is 
mock turtle.” — Boston Ideas. 











JUNE 8 Igor, 


No HEAD FOR Figures 
‘* Ts every hair on your he , 
grandpa ’”’ 
‘* Yes, my child.” 
‘* Well, grandpa,” said the little fen 
as he contemplated the vreat bald x 
‘you haven’t got much of a 


. * head ¢ 
figures.” = 


LitTLE BorEHAM.—‘* And there 
the lion right in my path!” 

FASCINATING Wibow.—* And ] 
it was too late to take another 


Punch. 


Stood 


SUppose 
path !” 


Ir is stated that the Boers have ane! 
moved their capital. This may be ¢, a 
I was under the impression that Mh 
Kruger removed most of it to a safe place ; 
long while ago.— Pelican. : 


Hr.—‘‘I always used to over-estimate 
my abilities.” 

SHE (consolingly).—‘* Well, never mind 
Your friends never did.”—Cork Wye) . 
Ne Us, 

THATS THE RULE! 

‘‘T have written an article on ‘ How to, 
Live on Fifteen Shillings a Week.” | 
explained to the editor. 

‘* Well, said the editor, ‘‘ you had bette 
write the sequel to it.” ; 

‘*T do not understand.” 

‘“Why, ‘How to Get the Fifteen Shi 
lings.’ ” 


Must Have It. 


Kpitor.—‘‘ This story of yours won't 
do.” 

AvutTuor.—‘* Why not?” 

Eprror.—‘* You don’t have the heroine 
dressed in a gown of some soft, clinging 
stuff.” —Harpers Bazaar. 


A GREAT SUCCESS. 
CLaRA.—‘‘Isn’t it perfectly lovely—thi 
higher education of woman?” 
Dora. —‘* Why ?” 
CLaRA.—‘* The paper says eighty per 
cent. of the Girton College graduates get 
married.”—New York Journal. 








EDITORIAL NOTICE. 


The Editor cannot be responsible for 
the return of MSS. or sketches submitted 
Sor consideration, and in no case will re- 
jected matter be returned unless accompanied 
by a stamped and addressed envelope: 
Publication in 
Fun alone 
will be recog- 
mised as the 
acceptance of 
contributions 
or sketches. 

Contributors 
should — state 
clearly if ras S 
payment ws Ca 
required for Ly 
their contrt- 
buttons, when 
submitting 
them. 
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